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dear, by which I mean where did he hoist his flag ? *
I was unaware that either my father or my grand-
father had ever hoisted any flag. So one day at lun-
cheon she asked my father himself. The awful truth
was then disclosed. I had been correct in saying that
my father had once been in the navy, but he had hur-
riedly abandoned that profession as soon as oppor-
tunity offered, in fact upon leaving the Britannia. True
it was also that my grandfather was an admiral, but
evidently he was not a very good admiral, since all
that he commanded was the Thames Conservancy
Board. I do not say that Miss Plimsoll sniffed on
hearing these disclosures; she received them with
that polite, if somewhat resigned interest, which Sven
Hedin might accord to the narration of a young bride's
journey to Kashmir. The naval careers, both of my father
and my grandfather, were, I thereafter realised, not quite
of first-class stuff. Miss Plimsoll's daydreams con-
tinued to centre around Captain Antrobus and happy
picnics to Marsamuscatto Bay.

I observed, none the less, that the splendour of the
Paris Embassy, the glamour of my uncle's prestige,
the authoritative suavity of Mr. Nowell, combined
to occasion a slight faltering in her contempt for all
civilians. Our own little house in the Andrassy Ut
at Buda Pesth could never hope to compete with the
romance of Valetta Harbour or the gangway of
H.M.S. Indefatigable. The house in the Rue de Fau-
bourg St. Honore was undeniably different. ' It is/
Miss Plimsoll remarked when I first showed her the
ballroom, * it is like a palace., dear, isn't it ? ' I answered
that indeed it was. She was clearly impressed by the
fact that there were two separate dining-rooms on two